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In light and might and speed of spirit and stroke
To lay swift hand upon his thought, and turn
Its cloud to flame, its shadow to true shape,
Its emptiness to fulness ?    If in sooth
He was thus always, he should be by now
Hailed the first head of the earth.

Lady Reres*                               It cannot be

But in your light he hath waxed, and from your love,
Madam, drawn life and increase ; but indeed
His heart seemed ever high and masterful
As of a king unkingdomed, and his eye
As set against the sunrise ; such a brow
As craves a crown to do it right, and hand
Made to hold empire swordlike, and a foot
To tread the topless and unfooted hill
Whose light is from the morn of majesty.

Queen. When mine eye first took j udgment of his face
It read him for a king born : and his lips
Touching my hand for homage had as 'twere
Speech without sound in them that bowed my heart
In much more homage to his own.    Would God
I could so read now in that heart I serve
What thought of me moves in it, hear what word
Now hangs upon those lips ; if now his eye-
Darken or lighten toward mine unseen face,
Or his ear hearken for my speech unheard.
Why art thou now not with him, and again
Here the same hour to tell me ?   1 would have
More messengers than minutes that divide
Mine eyes from their desire, to bring me word